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Zig Zag is a magazine devoted to total freedom
of speech & expression. It's free of charge and
we don’t make a dime. The purpose is for your
art to be seen and voice to be heard. So getoniit...

It's your zine so roll one up and put it in your pocket.
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Artists are Smart People
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wnimen gy Matt Coombs

| usually take this space to complain about some sociological problem facing our world. | like
to think that if | write it, maybe one or two people like me will understand where [m coming
from. Butin all the shuffle of life and the ability for everyone t rant on their own soapbox, great
ideas are put aside and no one steps back to consolidate the ideas of the past. A great example
of someone who was able to step back and address the current paradigm created from all the
advancement of the previous decades was Erwin Schrodinger. A physicist, Schrodinger continued
the legacy of great scientists of history by progressing our physical understanding of the world,
as well as writing in a manner of philosophy and humble hindsight. Publications such as “What
is Life?" in 1944 touch on all of the advancements made during Schrodingers'lifetime, from
mathematics and physics to biology. He humbly tries to connect different areas of science, and
acknowledges that specialization can be hindering to advancement. In the preface of “What is
Life" he states his mission:

‘I can see no other escape from this dilemma (lest our true aim
be lost forever] than that some of us should venture to embark-
on a synthesis of facts and theories, albeit with second-hand
and incomplete knowledge of some of them - and at the risk of
making fools of ourselves.”

When Salvador Dali held a conference of some of the greatest minds in science and mathemat-
ics at his museum, two brilliant men had unleashed their stern disagreement of each others
beliefs. Dali later met with the men (Rene Thom and llya Prigogine) and told them to reconcile ‘in
Schrodingers name.” The gesture spoke to the truest nature of artists, the ove of ambiguity and
the urge to unify the world.
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That's right Ringlings" underground zine is starting up their second year. If you
need a platform to stand on and scream to the masses look no further. Believe it

or not, like it or hate it, the Ringling College of Art and Design is one of the most
revered schools of art and design in the US. Which automatically gives any
publication from this school credibility. Say something! This world needs changing,
and while it may seem futile YOU CAN STILL RAISE AWARENESS ABOUT ISSUES IN THE
WORLD ON CAMPUS. Plus showing off your artwork never gets boring. So... Submit
your work to ZIGZAGCREW@GMAIL.COM
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NOW, DARIN.

DON'T LET AMBIDY
STEP oN 1oUt.

MUSLC..

It's a very funny

thin
drun%

being

When you need to do

something...you can. It all becomes clear. But only for
that moment. | am currently intoxicated.

"You know, when I look into the
eyes of other people, I can see
their thoughts and feelings.
Everything. But I can't see them in
you."

I look at her, and I see this vague
impression of her. Then it resolves
to clarity.

"I want to make you a deal.”, I say.

"If it's more naked pictures, no."

I laugh, sort of.

"Nothing like that. I'm going to
turn this off...", I hold up my phone
and show that I'm turning the re-
cording feature off, "and I want you
to give me a hug. Not the kind you
normally give people...that hesitant
sort of hug, but a real one. From
one person to another...two people
who understand the other."”

Her gaze changes, slightly. Her
eyes are not impossible, but sudden-
ly, slightly...

"Okay," she smiles.

<=

I later
think,
“Because
there is
nothing
bebhind
them.”

and do we,
really?
that’s
what I
wanted to
know.



"Then get over here," a
gruff voice overtakes my
mood, and she's there.

I held her there, so
perfectly, with no sense
of reassurance or

affirmation...just an this is
unyielding sense of an truly the
eternal, surreal scariest
perfection. My arms and thing; to
hands are where they believe
should be. She is where oneselfis
she should be. A brief alone in
bond illustrates to the bearing
both of us...we are not their

alone in this world. Neither « pains.

of us is truly unique.

I let her go. as I later learned,
“ ..because otherwise

"Goodnight," she we probably would
smiles, our eyes closed. bhave fucked.”

And then she's gone. ’ well, dub.

"I believe i have had a
spiritual experience.

If not god, then
one of his angels!”

- N.O. Moriar

BONES BREAK

wnmen s Clay Barclay

I'm not the only one Helicopters lifts me

Whose felt like they're From the Earthquake scene

In the wrong place, 0f the Universal backlot,

| turn my headlights off |feel asif I'm receiving

To test if | know the streets. A phone call from the girl
Who told me last night

Watching the window She had no love for me,

Discomposed by the snow, As she let me pull down

On my way through Her dress.

Southern states.

Making cedars fall,

| wake up in a ditch,

As my blood cakes

Through the plush dolls

Bathing in the new morning light.

Moving my lips,
Trying to make sound-sense

Out of the bubbly gushing mess.
et the ambulance take its time,
| wouldn't be here if | cared about death.
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wimensr. Brett Bonnet

An abstract piano plinks forbiddingly. With anxiety. Dissonant chords rippling throughiits glass
body. The transparent keys are malleable, melting as so much soft plastic. The clavier is
amorphous, with a brooding temperament. Leaden pedals sustain its fatal fugue, rising to
transcendent heights with naive abandon. Only to fall as the musicians finger gnarl and freeze
with age and rust. An abstract piano plinks longingly before a seat of withered flesh and bones.
Awaiting another bard. Here we sit, unaware of what we sit upon.

Crashing waves assault the shore at a constant tempo. Expanding, grasping at sands, shells,
and trash, retreating with its catch. A tattered man of rags sleeps with syncopated breaths
nearby. His belongings are nothing more than a rucksack and an aging bicycle he had
disassembled to carry along. The crunch of dress shoes on mounds of shells wakes him
instantly. A suited man of gray complexion is advancing on him urgently. A pistolis outstretched,
gleaming occasionally in the sun, bouncing with the robotic gate of the man. A privatized
police force no doubt, blanketed in federal authority. An automaton bred with authoritarian
pedigree, with little to no shreds of sentience. Drunk with sleep, the ragman rises to a sitting
position, shielding his eyes from the sun.

5
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| have a permit to be here sir, you can contact the city if youd like to verify it, but | doubt anyone
is awake at this hour to do so” The laminated document s pulled from his rucksack, covered in
incomprehensible jargon and holographic stamps of government approval. ltis a blatant forgery
but adequate enough to buy him enough time to slink away.

While the database of permits can be accessed instantly, the bureaucratic dichatomy of such a
breadth of information requires a few minutes to process. After scanning the barcode the permit is
thrown to the ground as the suited gray turns and leaves.

et the fuck out of here’

In seconds his bicycle is assembled and the ragman ascends to street level, it would be a few
minutes before his forgery was discovered.

The titanium facades of the warehouse reflect the noon sun blindingly as £d approaches the
security checkpoint. Double doors open to what appears to be an endless hallway adorned
with detectors at every step. The autonomic guard greets him at the first sensor, instructing him
mechanically to strip down.

“Don't look so glum Edward, corporate thinks you are vital to our growing business, and you
didn't hear this from me, but you just might be up for a promation” A tinny cackle emanates from
the robots face. Just like it did the day before, and every day prior for the last 6 years after it
spews its pre-programmed diatribe. Naked and sullen Ed walks through the quarter mile of
detectors, periodically sprayed with god knows what kind of antiseptics and disinfectants.

At the end of the tunnel a metallic arm protrudes from the wall to inject him with what are
purported as antibiotics and vaccinations. “lts radiation” he thought to himself, as he had always
thought, or knew rather. Every day he grew more ill from the bilious liquid, but when solicited for
help, the company’s health provider would simply up his dose. For his illness was thought to be an
affliction of the outside world. “Its mostly psychological son. An affront against your company
loyalty from the noxious philosophies out there. How could you possibly think the very peaple
that pay your salary, produce your food, and give you a place to live would be doing you harm.
They're keeping you alive for fuck sake, and we owe everything to them. Those godless nihilists
out there would kill us all if we didn' employ Guard-corp to kill them first.

Ater passing through security a pneumatic shoot presents the appropriate work garb for his
assignment. Beige jumpsuit. He would be on the assembly line, once again.



His eyes twitch...

wnimensr: Brett Bonnet
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www.youtube.com/madevintv

dhughes] @c.ringling.edu
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